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Dance With Me Anytime 


Author's Notes: 
This is the one-shot extended version of the Drabble "Dance The Night Away", which has a different ending. 


We need more Van Halen fics. 


The short, thin boy leaned against the wall, running fingers though his dark, wavy hair. He pushed his black- 
rimmed glasses up his nose, sighing softly, although he couldn't hear it over the blasting disco music. He didn't 
like it. 


He liked rock ‘n’ roll. 

He also liked the boy who danced in the center of the crowd of high schoolers, singing along obnoxiously to the 
music. The boy had to admit; he had a nice voice. But the boy didn’t like him. Popular boys didn't like nerdy 
boys. 


It was just how it was. 


He closed his eyes, softly inhaling the heavy air surrounding him. He didn't want to be here. His brother had 
said it would be fun 


And then his brother went off with a girl. 

He couldn't get girls. But he didn't want girls anyway. 

He wanted him. 

The boy, the one dancing in the middle. Long, blonde hair tumbling down over his shoulders. Hazel eyes, 
squeezed shut as he grinned. Perfect lips, just plump enough, light pink, knowing every word to the song playing, 
and he wanted to kiss those lips. 

Everyone liked that boy. 

All the girls wanted to date him, all the boys wanted to be him. 

Except Eddie. 

Eddie was in love with him. 

He found himself walking out the door when a hand on his shoulder stopped him. 

Alex? 

"Hey, kid, where are you going? The dance isn't over." 

Eddie knew that voice, but didn't turn. 

"Are you okay?" 

He turned at that, though, and looked into David's eyes. 

He had left the dance floor when he saw his crush stop watching him. 

"Why are you talking to me?" Eddie realized his eyes were welling up. "Go dance with some girl." 

| don't want some girl. wait, stop." 

Eddie tried to wrench himself out of David's grip. 


"You're. Eddie, right?" 


David pretended not to be sure. 
"And you're David" 


They found themselves in an awkward position, David forcefully holding Eddie inside the building with a strong 
hand on his shoulder, tears still building up in the smaller boy's eyes. 


David walked him outside, and sat on the steps of the school. 
He patted the concrete next to him. 


Eddie sat down. 


"Don't you like to dance?" David asked, biting his lip as Eddie looked away. He wanted the other boy to trust 


him 
"| watch" 

"Why?" 

"Because | like to watch you" Eddie confessed, studying the ground beneath his sneakers. 
"| only danced because | knew you were watching" 

Eddie didn't reply. 


"We should dance together.” David pressed, placing a hand on Eddie's knee, but quickly removing it when the 
younger boy flinched away. 


"| cant dance: 
"Neither can |" David laughed softly. 

"But you still look good. You always look good" 

"You know | feel the same way about you, right?" 

Eddie scoffed, standing up when David attempted to put an arm around him. 


"Stop bullshitting me. | know you aren't gay, so what's up with this flirty shit out of nowhere, huh? You ignore 
me every day! Who put you up to this damn prank?" 


David was taken aback, but bit his lip and decided he needed to drive his point home. 


"| watch from afar. And no one put me up to this, | just. felt like it was time to come clean" 
"Bullshit." 


David stood up, gently steering Eddie into the darker side of the school where less people could hear. Eddie 
didn't want to, but he cooperated. He didn't know why. 


"You know | don't like girls, right?" 
"| wasn't aware." 
David rolled his eyes. 


"Well, | don't. And | didn't think | liked guys much, until you came along. I've wanted you to be mine since we 


were sophomores." 

‘Senior prom is a great time to confess your feelings, ain't it?" 

There was a hand on his wrist, tugging him mercilessly back into the school, where the dance continued, 
He kind of liked it. 

“Senorita, l'm in trouble again 

He liked the strong hand on his back, holding him flush against the taller boy. 

"And | can't get free." 

He liked the soft fingers playing with his dark hair, and he liked the gentle swaying. 

"You're exactly what the doctor ordered" 

He liked David. 

"Come and talk to me." 

He liked how the older boy wrapped his arm tight around his waist and moved them together. 
"Can't crow before l'm out of the woods." 


He liked the feeling of the taller boy's nose buried in his hair. 


"But there's exceptions to the rule." 

He liked how the older boy sang softly in his ear, and his ear alone. 
"Senorita." 

He liked how David's slightly chapped lips felt against his own. 

"Do you need a friend?" 

Ard he liked the song playing. 


"I'm in love with you." 


